i2o	A MODERN COMEDY
Huns—all right; in so far as it was unpleasant for British
trade—all wrong ; in so far as love of British trade was active
and hate of Huns now passive—more wrong than right. A
Francophil remark that the French were justified in making
themselves safe at all costs, was coldly received. At Maiden-
head a man got in whom Soames connected automatically
with disturbance. He had much grey hair, a sanguine face,
lively eyes, twisting eyebrows, and within five minutes had
asked in a breezy voice whether anyone had heard of the
League of Nations. Confirmed in his estimate, Soames
looked round the corner of his paper. Yes, that chap would
get off on some hobby-horse or other ! And there he went!
The question—said the newcomer—was not whether the
Germans should get one in the eye, the British one in the
pocket, or the French one in the heart, but whether the world
should get peace and goodwill. Soames lowered his paper.
If—this fellow said—they wanted peace, they must sink
their individual interests, and think in terms of collective
interest. The good of all was the good of one ! Soames saw
the flaw at once ; That might be, but the good of one was
not the good of all. He felt that if he did not take care he
would be pointing this out. The man was a perfect stranger
to him, and no good ever came of argument. Unfortunately
his silence amid the general opinion that the League of
Nations was ' no earthly,' seemed to cause the newcomer
to regard him as a sympathiser ; the fellow kept on throwing
his eyebrows at him ! To put up his paper again seemed too
pointed, and his position was getting more and more false
when the train ran in at Paddington. He hastened to a
cab. A voice behind him said :
" Hopeless lot, sir, eh !    Glad to see you saw my point."
" Quite ! " said Soames.    " Taxi! "
" Unless the League of Nations functions, we're 111 for
Gehenna,"

